
.THE OLD-TIM- E CIRCUS.

Tht circus thirty years ago was better far
than now;

The elephant was a wonder just to see!
I could watch him half a day
As he fed himself with hay;
And. each separate beast was worth the

price to me.
Never clown was half so funny; never

monkey half so droll;
All the tinsel was pure metal then to me;
Every acrobat, amazing; every rider, sim-

ply great:
And that small trapeze man what a man

was he!
And when the woman sang: "We Parted

by the Riverside,"
And "you'll Net Forget." and "Tou'll Re-

member Me.'"
She was really so pathetic
That I wiped my eyes and cried;
X wanted then to take her home with me.
The shows we see in these days are never

half so fine;
The cost of tickets often bothers me;
Though the man still cracks his whip,
And the clown seems pretty flip,
There is nothing much I care to hear or see.
Thoughts of business, taxes, losses; rheu- -

matism, other crosses.
All combine to make the circus seem quite

fiat:
I no longer love the songstress, with her

paint and frills and flosses!
I no longer want to take her home, at that!
But I'd like to see the old-ti- show of

thirty years ago.
When I wore no pointed shoes my feet

were bare;
When lemonade was nectar
And peanuts were a Joy;
That old show without a worry or a care!
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SYNOPSIS.
Chapter I. Fannie MeLane, a young

widow. Is Invited to visit the Graftons
at Fort Sedgwick. Her sister tries to dis-
suade her, as Randolph Merriam, (whom
she had jilted for old McLane) and his bride
are stationed there.

Chapter II. Fannie McLane's wedding
causes family feeling. A few months later
she, while traveling with her husband,
meets Merriam, on his wedding trip.

Chapter III. Some time previous to this
'Merriam had gone on a government sur-pve- y,

fallen ill. and had been nursed by Mrs.
iiTremaine and daughter Florence. A hasty
Inote from Mrs. McLane's stepson takes
him to the plains.

Chapter IV. Young McLane dictates to
Merriam a dying message, which is sent
to Parry (a young Chicago lawyer and
brother-in-la- w of Mrs. McLane). Reply
causes Merriam to swoon. He is taken to
the Tremaine's; calls for Florence.'

Chapter V. Engagement of Florence
Tremalne to Merriam is announced; wed-
ding shortly follows.

Chapter VI. Mr. McLane is mysterious-
ly shot in San Francisco. Merriam Is
greatly excited when he reads account in
papers. While still In mourning Mrs. Mc-
Lane prepares to visit Fort Sedgwick..

Chapter VII. Mrs. McLane arrives at
the fort. Merriam is startled at the news,
and he and his wife absent themselves
from the formal hop that evening.

Chapiter VIII. Mr. and Mrs Merriam
pay their respects to the widow on an
evening when she would be sure to have
many other callers. When the call is
returned Merriam is away, and his wife
pleads Illness as excuse for not seeing
her. Mrs. McLane receives telegram: "Ar-
rested, Chicago. Your uncle stricken par-
alysis. You will be summoned. Secure
papers, otherwise lose everything. C. M."
She faints and is revived with difficulty.

Chapter IX. Mrs. McLane desires to see
Merriam. Grafton persuades him to go,
but the widow postpones the meeting till
next noon.

Chapter X. Florence learns Merriam
has been to see Mrs. McLane, and in a
storm of passion will not allow him to ex-
plain. Shortly after Merriam is Intercepted
by Fannie McLane as he is passing through
Grafton's yard. Florence witnesses the
meeting, which she supposes has been pre-
arranged, and swoons.

Chapter XI. Mrs. McLane begs Merriam
for papers grven him by her stepson, but
which he tells her were all forwarded to
Parry. Merriam is seriously wounded in
fight with greasers.

Chapter XII. Upon regaining her
strength Florence returns to her home,
which she now in her jealous brooding de-

cides to leave.

CHAPTER XII. Continued.
Wild-eye- d, with beating heart, Flor-

ence rushed through the dining-roo- m

to the dark kitchen beyond and rapped
imperiously at a door. "Hop Ling!"
she cried, "up, I need you." No an-
swer. "Ihe brute," she murmured to
herself, as she threw herself heavily
upon the door, and it flew open and
plunged her in. The Chinaman's little
sanctum was deserted. She kept no
maid. One schooled Chinaman easily
end efficiently did all the housework of
a lieutenant's humble quarters and was
generally emploj-e- d in that capacity iu
almost every garrison of the far west.
She flew to the rear door and locked
that, then up to the second story where
were uue pretty guestrooms as wen as
their own hers and Randy's, with all
their closets and nooks and corners.
She took one rapid survey through
them, and then one fierce, wild looLJat
herself in the mirror of her dainty
dressing table. Are you Floy Tre-znain- c?

Are you the little girl who was
reared in the Riflers? Are you to make
u, lifelong fool for any man? And as
she spoke she began to open the dress
she had been wearing for Randy's ben-
efit. The folds of the stylish skirt, one
of Mrs. Ilayne's planning when in Chi-
cago, were tossed in reckless disorder
upon the snowy coverlet of the bed, and
her precious locket Randy's locket
was as suddenly unclasped from the
round, white throat, and in the tumult
in her soul she heard no sound of the
sudden stir and sortie at the guard-
house. She never knew that there was
no sentry faithful to his watch along
the rear of officers' row, to take up and
nass on the stirring, reassuring cry that
Tin nrmv rri t1 n ri Tai xir?tT-&rm-t rpiniinD
or miss without alarm "Two o'clock
and all's well."

Th dawn was breaking over the far
Jornada and turning the distant Gmad-alon-

into gold when the Riflers rolled
s: wflv officers and men. "barriasr the
band and company Ike by war de-
partment orders a few years ago com-
panies "I" and "K" of each regiment of
infantry, were "skeletonized" by trans-
fer of their men to other companies,
leaving tihose two merely paper com-

mands. Just as "Co. Q" has been for
years the derisive title of the guard-
house prisoners, so does "Co. Ike" be-jj- ia

to appear as a name for the be

reaved and friendless commands re-
ferred toj at Sedgwick," as the cavalry
trumpeter remarked to the gunner
when they were going out to stir the
echoes with their reveille; only these at
Sedgwick, and one stalwart old captain
with his devoted half-hundre- Tre-main- e,

still doing duty at the canton-
ment fond, lonely old father, wfhose
heart was wrapped up in that one child,
yet could not deny her to the man she
loved so well. Sedgwick was begin-
ning to yawn and stir. The night owls
in the canyons were hooting back to
their nests, dismayed by the howlings
of the human night owls tacking home
to duty, already half regretful of the
wihisky wasted, while before them was
that remorseless wrath to come. The
cooks were astir in the barracks, and
filmy smoke-veil- s were sailing straight
aloft from the chimneys of half a dozen
company kitchens. Already, too, the
household servants along the row of
cavalry officers quarters, that which
backed to the sotfth, were lighting their
little morning blazes, for Sedgwick lay
beyond range and anthracite. In the
good old days of 20 years before, the
cocktail, not coffee, was the necessary
prelude to reveille and morning stables.
Now, with the wisdom that comes long
after war, only df bandy-
legged old dragoons ever dreamed of a
drink at that hour of leap from sleep
to life; the inner cavalryman craves the
juice of Mocha and mocks at rye. From
every "set" of cavalry quarters then the
kitchen chimney sent aloft its feathery
plume, with one exception a sub-
altern's house well over toward the
western end of the row; and toward
the gate thereof, edging away from the
ribald homeward-boun- d of the main
road and shuffling stolidly across the
mesa. Hop Ling was making his rapid
way. Fan-ta- n had gone against him,
and but for his hands his pockets were
empty. Hop bore with him an air of
depression, and was followed by a faint
fragrance as of mandragora. His bleary
little eyes were searching furtively
along that line of fence and stables for
the gleam of the sentry's carbine and
cap ornaments. He must place that
watchman of the night and know his
ground before he entered post. 'Spose
the officer of the guard had happened
to meet him during the night. 'Spose
somebody sick. " 'Spose Misse Mel-liu- m

she wanttee chow-chow- ?" Bang!
the morning gun roared its lusty sum-
mons to be up and doing, and skulking
coyotes sqajtted lower as they sneaked
away from (the outlying quarters, no
chicken the richer, and the guard
turned out with 20 additions to com-
pany Q and more still and the
telegraph instrument in the clerk's of-

fice began to call "Lalarrup Lalarrup
Lalarrup," and r operator,

washing his face in a tin basin outside,
glanced up and said: "The deuce with
you. You always call when I'm wash-
ing. What's up now?" andhadtodrop
ablutions, and, wringing his hands as
Ihe ran, to answer the sharp, insistent
summons; and as he listened his face
grew keen and excited, and, checking
the rapid clicking of the key one in-

stant, he yelled to the drowsy clerk in
the adjoining office: "Billy quick!
Tumble up and see if Lieut. Merriam's
back. I've a message for him," and
then clicked and listened and noted
again; but the reveille was chirruping,
its merrj' music, and the sweet, cool,
morning air rang with the melody, and
the troopers were tumbling out from
the barracks and ever across the parade
officers came stalking forth from their
doorways, for the th were sticklers
about morning stables and roll call;
and, most prominent figure of all,
streaking across the mesa with pig-
tails and pajamas with his

boots fairly flashing, with
flaring eyes, distended for once at least
with mad appeal and dread in every
feature and shrill distress in his chat-
tering tones, came nop Ling, straight
for the guardhouse and shrieking for

Mellium."
A new officer of the guard, a scowling

and unresponsive man, turned from his
survey of the array of grinning prison-
ers, forgetting their own troubles in
the contemplation of Hop's grotesque
misery, and this new official, Whittaker
by name, sternly shouted: "Stop your
infernal noise, you clapper-jawe- d

heathen. What the devil's the mat-
ter?"

"Mellium! Mellium!" was all poor
Hop could pant.

"Mr. Merriam isn't here," said Whit-
taker, majestically.

"Oh wha he gone? Misse Mellium
gone! She gone Minion alle gone!"

"Whewl"said Whittaker. "Sergeant,
take charge of the guard. I've got to go
up to Capt. Grafton's and report this
Come on with me, you heathen," and,
forgetful of the officer of the day, and
only too ready to visit Grafton's and
bask under that window, the lieutenant
hastened away. Hop obediently and
hopefully following. Matters weren't
so bad perhaps, then, after all, thought
he. Odd though the freak might be,
his master and mistress might pjssibly
have trotted away together for a very
early morning ride and would soon be
back demanding breakfast.

But Grafton was out in an instant,
and together did the three hasten to the
pretty nest which Randy had so proud-
ly furnished for his bride. Hop ushered
them to the dark, empVy parlor, then to
the empty rooms above.

There on the unrumpled bed, just
where she had thrown them, were the
garments Flo had hastily discarded.
There on the dressing table were toilet
articles in wild disarray." "She's heard
in some way of his orders to chase those
d d greasers," said Whittaker, sul-
lenly. He, who hated the name of
Fanny Hay ward a year gone by for hav-
ing jilted his fondest friend, now well-nig- h

hated him because the woman
sought him again, and Whittaker knew
it.

"We can soon tell, said Grafton,
briefly, "by following her trail.

Down to the little stable they went;
but first Grafton stepped back Into
Randy's bath and dressing-room- . Yes,
just as he thought, there was a note

stuck in Randy's mirror, but no woman-
ly little scrawl, no young wife's cooing
confidence to her devoted mate. It wag
in stout envelope, and the superscrip-
tion, in a hand that5! pread itself over
the entire face, formal, indeed
menacing:

LIEUT. MERHlAii,
Private

and personal. th Cavalry.
The captain's face grew quickly grave

cs he came forth and closed the door
behind him.

"Which way did Merriam head?"
asked he of Whittaker a moment later,
as the three regathered back of the
line. ,

"Straight off 0 the southwest," said
Whittaker, "and here go her tracks by
Jove! Straight &vay for the end of the
row and from there? "

The two officers looked in each other's
eyes a moment, then strode hurriedly to
the west end of the line. Before them
there broad and far spreading, brave
in the slanting sunshine, the rolling
reach of the mesa toward the Santa
Clara. Beyond that valley the slow-risin- g

stretch of desert toward the old,
old mission miles and miles away. Be-

yond all, the far foothills and glistening
range of the Megcalero.

But not toward these did Mignon's
dainty foot-trac- lead. Straight as the
crow flies they clipped the sandy bar-
ren when once well out beyond the line
and hearing of the westward sentry.
Straight, swift and sure, like homing
pigeon, Floy had evidently shaken loose
her rein and bade her pet and precious
bear her swerving never, far at least
as strength would last, to where there
was ever waiting her the changeless
love and pity and protection of the shel-
tering arms at the old cantonment,
now her only hope of home.

CHAPTER XIII.
"No word of this to anyone, Whit-

taker," said Grafton, as they turned
away. He was beginning to see through
it all. He knew that two ladies of the
garrison were calling at his quarters
just at that luckless hour near retreat,
when, as he had urged, Merriam went

-- thithef and asked for Mrs. McLane. He
knew that they had left and gone on up
the row while his wife was expostulat-
ing with Fanny aloft and Randy was
waiting below. He knew that one at
least of their number would be sure to
tell what was occurring, not as a mat-
ter of malice by any means, but simply
because s!he couldn't help telling any-
thing and everything that she saw and
heard. lie knew that sympathizing
women were dropping in every

to-- see "dear Florrie" herself,
if a possible thing, or to inquire how-sh-

was, and he quickly - conjectured
that one or more of these visitors had
let fall the fatal observation. What
Grafton did not know was that such a
visitation had befallen after Florence
had virtually asked Randy to tell where
he had been, and after his hapless fail-
ure to explain immediately the entire
circumstances. It roused the demon
of her passionate nature to be told the
truth by other lips than his. But this

Jpi
5

There on tne unrumpled bed Jusfwtter slit, toad
thrown them.

in itself, reasoned Grafton, was not
enough to drive Florence into flight.
She must have watched for his later
coming, must have seen him go oh.
fatal step! for which he, George Graf--.
ton, and no one else,. was responsible!

away from the path that led to his
wife and home, straight to that which
bore .him to the side of the woman he
had loved before ever he set eyes on
Floy Tremaine. And thither she, per-
chance, had followed; but there what
had she seen? what had she heard?
There wercaching hearts in many
households at?edgwick that cloudless
morning, but the man who suffered
most was Grafton. The whole truth
flashed upon him as he followed the
prints of Mignon's nimble hoof. He
would have to tell his wife and Mrs.
Hayne, but no one else.

"No word of this to anyone, Whit
taker," therefore he cautioned, with a
sigh.

"Well, I'm not all asinine," was.that
troubled subaltern's reply, "though I
dare say you've thought me so of late."

"God forbid that I should judge any
man," thought Grafton to himself,
"after what I've done this past night."

Harriet Grafton was greatly shocked
when told her husband's fears, and did
not altogether meekly accept his cau-
tion to keep the secret from Fanny,
who still slept the sleep of the innocent
and virtuous and clear of conscience.
Hop Ling had been told to go indoors,
put all the rooms to rights, have the
breakfast table set, and breakfast pre-
pared as usual, and he wondered but
obeyed, Mrs. Hayne was speedily
aroused by the announcement that Mrs.
Grafton was below, and was well aware
that something extraordinary had oc-
curred to warrant a call at so early an
hour. Even the children, wearied after
last nighs vigil, were still asleep. Don-
ning a wrapper, she hastened out on the
landing and softly called over the bal-
usters: "I know you have news for me,
Mrs. Grafton, please come up."

And in the telling of her tidings, was it
any wonder that the younger matron
burst into tears?

Weimnst it seem that
she has ridden off at dawn in hopes of
meeting Randy on his return with the
prisoners," was Mrs. Hayne's decision,
after she had recovered from the shock
and had heard the whole story; and
this commended itself to Grafton as
wise when his wife came-bac- k to him
and he had returned from the

"morning stables." And
this too was what they intended at first
to say to Merriam when he should come
in. ravenous for breakfast and aston-
ished at not finding his wife. But high
noon came and brought no Randj-- . In
the words of the acting adjutant-hig- h

noon brought only high jinks.
Crane, officer of the day, and a dozen

other officers had seen Hop Ling's
frantic charge across the parade at
reveille, and numbers of men had heard
his announcement of the general hegira
at Merriam's. Before guard mounting
it was known that Mignon's trail led
straight away to the upper fords of the
Santa Clara far from the direction in
which Randy had gone. At ten a herds-
man came in who said he "reckoned the
lady must have dropped this." lie saw
her riding like the wind the short cut
for Jose's ranch on the old Navajo trail,
and he handed over poor Florrie's little
traveling bag, which she had evidently
strapped to her saddle, never calculat-
ing perhaps never caring what the
strain might be, never missing ft when
it was gone." They sent it to Mrs. Hayne,
who could no longer keep up her brave
face but sobbed over it as would a moth-
er over some prized relic of a lost and
beloved child.

Then Bux ordered out three of his
swiftest trailers and riders and the best
light wagon at th post. With the wag-
on went the pDst surgeon and Mrs.
nayne, who left her brood to a neighbor's
care. They took with them such drugs
and restoratives as seemed necessary,
and at noon they were across the Santa
Clara on the road to the cantonment, ex-

pecting to reach Jose's by nightfall and
find their runaway darling there, ex-

hausted by her long hours in saddle and
compelled to stay under that friendly
shelterfas (sometimes with her father
and twice at least with Randy) she had
stayed on her journeys to and fro.
There she would have to remain over
night until Mignon should be able to
go on again with the rise of the morning
etar.

Meantime the wires from Cimarros?'
Junction had been hot with news, and
McGrath, vthe operator, lived the day of
his life, for hours the most important
man at the post. The rioters had got
wind of the coming of troops and had
sought to block the way by wrecking
a freight caboose in Calamas Gorge.
The Riflers swarmedout and had things
in shape within the hour, and went
whistling on again. Everyone knew
trouble youId end the moment they got
to the scene of the strike, but what
might not happen meantime?

C: TO BE CONTINUED.!

TOO MUCH DECORATION.

Ladies Sometimes Overdress in Some
Respects.

"To be out of fashion is to be out ot
the world," is a saying which it is diff-
icult to overcome, to the satisfaction of
the girl who wishes to preserve an up-to-d-

appearance, and we do not blame
our girls for having a desire to be apace
with the times in their costumes. How-evfc- r,

we regret that the ladies of the
present time are obliged to festoon their
heads with such an abundance of dec-
orations that the beholder is puzzled in
his attempts at distinguishing the
handiwork of nature among the pro-
fusion of milinery. It seems to us that
this artificial array is a piece of use-
less extravagance; and we would ask
the fair sex to consider how impossible
it is for them to add anything that can
be ornamental to what is already the
masterpiece of nature. The bead, has
the most beautiful appearance, as well
as the highest station in a human fig-
ure. Nature has laid out all her art in
beautifying the face; she has touched
it with vermillion, planted in it a
double row of ivory, made it the seat
of smiles and blushes, lighted it up and
enlivened it with the brightness of the
eyes, given it airs and graces that can-
not be described," and surrounded it
with such a flowing shade of hair
as sets all its beauties in the most
agreeable light. In short, she seems
to have designed the bead as the cupo-
la to the most glorious of her works;
and when we load it with such a pile
of supernumerary ornaments, we de-

stroy the symmetry of the human fig-
ure, and foolishly contrive to call oft
the eye from the great and real beau-
ties, to childish gewgaws. N. Y.
Ledger.

I'nabaihrd.
The following story is told of Mr.

X , a distinguished member of the
Indian civil service, well known for his
wit and raciness. Being at home on
leave of absence, he found himself a
guest at a dinner party where all pres-
ent were strangers to him. Lord ,

the host, presenting him to a very pretty
and vivacious looking woman, he bowed
and professed himself charmed, saying:

"I see yon know everybody in the
room and all about them, so you must
initiate me. Now, for instance (indicat-
ing a gentleman who had evidently
been taking nitrate of silver for t

malady), who is that man with the blue
face?"

"Sir," said the lady, icily, that is my
husband."

"Oh," said Mr. X , quite una-
bashed, "the very woman I want to
meet. Now tell me, is he blue all over?"

London Telegraph.

This Ought to Be Stopped.
"That was an awful tragedy at St.

Louis the other night."
"What was it? I haven't read the pa-

per ."

"One of the bridesmaids at a wedding
playfully threw her slipper after the
happy couple and hit the " groom."
Chicago Daily News.

THE PRESIDENT'S WIFE.
Urs. McKInler Will Do Her Full

0 Share In EntertBinlns Soel- -
ety This Winter.

The latest picture of Mrs. McKinley
shows her looking remarkably well;
the picture is a very pretty one of a
profile with the eyes looking serenely
ahead. That is one of the charms of
Mrs. McKinley's face its perfect
serenity and a person gazing on this
face can easily believe that the presi-
dent's home has been a "haven of
peadli"

Mrs. McKinley's invalidism, which
her friends say is now much improved,
got her in the habit of wearing her hair
short; then she discovered that short,
wavy hair was becoming to her. Now
she wears it done in such a way that
one can scarcely tell whether it is long
or short.

Mrs. McKinley is a very tasteful wom-
an in dress. She wears soft effects
around her neck, and is said to be op-
posed to the tailor-mad- e style of dress-
ing, as too severe and unfeminine.

MRS. WILLIAM M'KIXLET. .
Mrs. McKinley is one of the many

women now prominently before the
public as the wives of statesmen who
were not poor in their youth; s he never
knew the struggles of the washtub and
ther frying pan'. Her father was a bank-
er, and though this does not mean a
great deal in a small place, it meant
comfort for her. She entered mercan-
tile life as his assistant, and took a
great interest in the work, Lot from
necessity, but from pleasure. She re-
ceived a fine education at one of the
seminaries for young ladies in Ohio,
and remained there until she was well
fitted for a teacher.

Her friends have been carefully
chosen and the most of these have been
professionals, for she is very fond of
artists and musical composers. Though
reports say to the contrary, Mrs. Mc-

Kinley is distinctively a society woman,
and she goes out whenever her jealth
allows her and sometimes when it does
not. She is a clever conversationalist,
and is well known for her repartee.
Mrs. McKinley is one of the most de-
lightful hostesses in Washifcyton nnd
will entertain quite often vduring the
winter. With herself as first lady of
the whjte house, Mrs. Hay as the leader
of the cabinet ladies, and Mrs. Hobart
as the representative of society a posi-
tion which always belongs to the wife
of the vice president Washington will
be largely entertained this winter hy
homes of wealth, and of the three Mrs.
McKinley will do her full share.

TO AVOID COUGHING.

Draw a Deep, Long Ilreath and Hold
It Until It Soothes Every

Air Cell.

A physcian who is connected with an
Institution in which there are many
children, says: "There is nothing more
Irritable to a cough than coughing.
For some time I had been so fully as-
sured of this that I determined for one
minute at lease to lessen the number
of coughs heard in a certain ward in a
hospital of the institution. By the
promise of rewards and punishments
I succeeded in inducing them simply
to hold their breath when tempted to
cough, and in a little while I was my-
self surprised to see how some of the
children entirely recovered from the
disease. Constant coughing is precise-
ly like scratching a wound on the out-id- e

of the body; so long as it is done,
the wound will-no- t heal. Let a per-
son when tempted to cough draw a
long breath and hold it until it warms
nd soothes every air cell, and some

benefit will soon be received from this
process. The nitrogen which is thus
confined acts as an anodyne to the mu-
cous membrane, allaying the desire
to cough, and giving the throat and
lungs a chance to heal." Scientific
American.

Wearing a. Belt Smartly.
Belt and buckles are special features

Tor the blouse and tiny waist. The
blouse itself must be tightened at the
ralat by a firm band, then the belt ad-

justed without the thought of making
Ihe waist any smaller.

Orlnrln of Honeymoon.
, An early Anglo-Saxo- n custom, strict-
ly followed by newly married couples,
kas that of drinking diluted honey for
to days after marriage. From the cus-
tom comes the word honeymoon, or
loneymouth.

Worth and Valne.
Edith I don't see why you are going

to marry old Stnbbs. What is he good
lor?

Clara A million or more. Facts and
friction.

PREVENTABLE ILLNESS.

Lck off Pare Air In Winter Is tho
Slost Proline Sonree of Poor

Health and Suffering.

It is amazing how much sickness is
preventable. How much misery, dis-
comfort and the housewife is
ofteu directly responsible for, and yet
how often she is entirely unconscious
of her responsibility and her failure.

Many a person who is called a neat
housekeeper has no idea of anything
beyond polishing thc outside of the
front door."

One mother whom I know prides her
self on having her rooms ail in order
very early in the morning. She is too
intent upon this to air the children's
beds properly and makes them up vhile
they are still warm from the previous
night.

For economic reasons she does not
air the rooms thoroughly in cold
weather, as it takes so much more fire,
to heat them again. The consequence
is her children are almost always ail
ing. 0

She says of them herself, "they get
everything that is going.

They arc accustomed to inhale so
much poison from the vitiated atmos-
phere of their own rooms that the least
chilling of their bodies or excess ja
catir.g throws them in a state of fever.

This mother is a very religious wom-
an and prays every day for the health
and happiness of her offspring, and yet
they are never well, and so of course
cannot be happy.

The lady of whom I am writing keeps
cne servant, whom she leaves to her own
devices as long as things look neat. The
lady herself never descends below the
kitchen to see what is going oii in the
cellar. About once or twice a year,
however, the neighbors are treated to
a very suggestive sight. It is the an-

nual or ccmi-annu- al cleaning. c Cy

No housewife does her whole duty
who does not look into her own cellar
and insist upon its being thoroughly
cleaned at least once a week. . Care
should also be taken to allow pure,
fresh air to constantly enter the cel-
lar. It is the air from the cellar which,
diffuses itself throughout the whole
house. How important, then, that the
cellar should be clean. "

Soiife foolish people have a prejudice
against opening their windows at night,
thinking that night air is bad for the
child. The night air is all we have to '

breathe at night, and the less stagnant
it is the better for all concerned.

A lady who boards and has time to
look after her neighbors a little told me
that opposite her residence there were
only about half a dozen of the sleeping
rooms where the windows were ever
open at night during cold weather.

Everybody must know that smallpox,
measles and other eruptive diseases
spread more readily and universally Qa
winter than in summer. The reason is
this: The poison is allowed to concen-
trate. It is comparatively undiluted
with the atmosphere. N. Y. Ledger
Monthly.

NOVELTIES IN TIES.

Variety Xow Displayed Is So Lara;
That the Mot( Fastldloas Wom-

an Should Be Satisfied.

This season brings forth novelties in
ties for the tailor made woman 1S satis-
fy the most fastidious. There are so
many designs and all are so stylish that
it is confusing to make a selection.

There is a dainty little bow of black
or colored satin which comes ready tied

TO SUIT ALL FANCIES.f
and which is usually adopted by women
whose one thought is simplicity. 0

For the "mannish" young woman,
however, there is displayed upon the
counters puff ties of the most brilliant
plaids, stripes and figures. 0

Then there are the points of linen0
sewed upon their tiny band and hem-
stitched by hand, for elderly ladies and
those who are wearing black.

And these are only a few of the many
designs displayed upon the counters for
the approbation of shoppers. r

Washlns; Pine Handkerchief.
Few laundresses wash fine embroid- -

ered handkerchiefs properly. Too often
they go to pieces in the wringer or are
rubbed into holes on the washboard.
The dainty bit of cambrio that is car-
ried more for show than for use may be
washed by the owner in her own bowl.
This done, all dust should be wipd
from the large window pane, and the
handkerchief, when it is still wet,
spread smoothly over the glass, all
creases pressed out, and the s corn era
kept flat. When the handkerchief as
dry it will be crisp and new in appear--
ance.

To Wash Stone Steps.
If these are in good condition theyi

simply require cleaning with hot water,
and afterward to be hearthstoned.
Grease can be removed by pouring very
strong soda and water on the spots, and
then covering them with a paste made '

with fuller's earth and boiling water,,
which must be left on all night.


